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WOMEN'S VOLUNTEER CORPS 


From an observation room we can 
see a young woman in a khaki military 
uniform. She is seen but is unaware 
of being observed. She is standing 
near a leather-covered bench and we 
have a clear close-up view of her but 
not of much else in the room. She is 
evidently alone, but apapears to be 
waiting for someone. Waiting 
apprehensively it would seem, from 
her general demeanour and nervous 
expression. 


She is quite tall, a very pretty girl of 
perhaps 20 with a full ripe-lipped 
mouth and short curling black hair 
under her little military cap. The rest 
of her uniform comprises a khaki 
short-sleeved shirt with a darker 
khaki tie and a similarly darker khaki 
skirt. The shirt, which has two 
inverted chevron stripes on one 
sleeve, is form-fitting and shows the 
shape of large but shapely breasts 
underneath. The skirt is calf-length, 
cut more fully than the skirt but also 
indicates ripe hips flaring from a slim 
waist. Below the skirt's hem are 
beige stockings and medium-heel 
black shoes. 


it is clear that the young woman is 
apprehensive. She remains standing 
but cannot keep still. Shifting her 
position, and her weight from foot to 
foot. Glancing around. Evidently 
fearfully. And then somewhat later it 
is clear someone has entered the 
room. He (or she) is out of sight and 
also we can hear nothing. But it is 
evident from the young woman's 
changed demeanour: alert and 
scared. And she is speaking, though 
we cannot hear it. Replying to this 
person. 


Under the uniform she is wearing 
black underwear. No slip. But brief 
black knickers and matching bra. 
With a black suspender belt 
fastening her beige stockings 


And then ... she begins taking off her 
uniform. The skirt. And then the skirt. 
Under the uniform she is wearing 
black underwear. No slip. But brief 
black knickers and matching bra. 
With a black suspender belt 
fastening her beige stockings. 


She stands like this. Hands at her 
sides and looking straight ahead. At 
attention in fact. And then she is 
slipping down the tight black 
knickers. Down and off. And now we 
can see to the side a man's arm and 
hand. The hand is holding a cane. 
The girl is called Julie Gilliot. She is 20 
years old. What she is wearing (or 
was wearing before she took it off) is 
the uniform of something called The 
Woman's Volunteer Corps. 


The year is 1995. It is Thursday the 
18th of April, 1995, to be exact. And 
the country: is it England? 


* * * 


Today is the day. Tuesday the 16th of 
April. 1995. For Julie's interview. Her 
start. She has a 10.00 am 
appointment. It is now 8.35, Derek's 
time for leaving for the office. Julie 
has been counting down the days 
and now the hours. Minutes almost. 
Derek says, 'Don't worry. It probably 
won't be too awful. It's just the 
waiting. Tonight you'l say it was 
nothing.’ 


Derek has undone the belt and slid 
his hand inside, to caress her ripe 
warm body 


They are standing in the hallway of 
their apartment and Derek has his 
arms round her. Julie still in her 
nightdress and dressing gown, not 
yet showered and dressed for her 
ordeal. Derek has undone the belt 
and slid his hand inside, to caress her 
ripe warm body. Julie lets him kiss 
her, then breaks her mouth away. 


‘You don't think that. You know it'll 
be awful. And it won’t be over 
tonight. It will only just have started. 
PII... be in that awful uniform. When 
you get back. Oh Christ ...’ 


The uniform of The Women's 
Volunteer Corps. That is the name 
but of course its members aren't 
volunteers. They are young women in 
the 20 to 25 age group who are 
required by State decree to join. Itis a 
patriotic duty and all young female 
citizens will naturally wish to be a 


Volunteer. To receive training and 
perform whatever social and patriotic 
duties are required of them. This 
upbeat message is continually 
presented on the TV and in the press 
(all government controlled naturally). 


But not everyone in that age group 
becomes a Volunteer. Some can 
avoid it. Young married women with 
children are exempt; or a girl with 
dependent relatives. And there are 
other ways to avoid service. If a girl 
has a friend or relative with influence 
she can get her name placed on a 
reserved list. And it can stay on that 
list until she is 25 and no longer 
laiable. Quite large numbers of young 
women manage to get themselves 
into this category. But for lots of 
others this is not a way out. There is 
no way out. 

There has been no way out for Julie 
Gilliot. She is now just 20 and six 
months married, so no children. (You 
cannot in any case nowadays simply 
have children when you want them. It 
is necessary to apply to the relevant 
Government Departments for 
medical and social background 
clearance, and these are not always 
easy to obtain.) In addition Julie and 
Derek Gilliot are just a normal couple 
with no influential contacts. 


So the routine bureaucratic 
machinery went into effect. The 
name spewed out of the data bank to 
produce the computerised letter. 
Which the  buff-coloured official 
envelope could then drop 
innocuously through the letter box. 


It arrived on Saturday. Three days 
ago. Until then there had always been 
the possibility of an error, the 
possibility that the computer might 
miss her name. Errors did happen. 
But the envelope scotched that fainst 
hope. For Julie Gilliot. 


Julie is a very pretty girl with a 
lovely ripe-bodied figure. No, 
Derek doesn't want to think about 
it 


In the Gilliots' hallway Derek repeats 
his attempt at reassurance. ‘It’ll be 
alright. You'll see.' Hoping his words 


sound confident, upbeat. Keeping to 
himself the fact that he really doesn't 
feel this. It might be alright: the 
training and then what follows after. 
But the chances are that for a pretty 
girl things will not be alright. Derek 
doesn't want to think about it. Julie is 
a very pretty girl with a lovely ripe- 
bodied figure. No, Derek doesn't 
want to think about it. Because there 
is nothing to be done. 


Julie pushes Derek's hand away from 
inside her dressing gown and makes 
a sniffing sound. Thinking of that 
awful Volunteers uniform. And not 
just the uniform: there were the 
stories you heard of what girls in the 
uniform were subjected to. What they 
had to do. Derek said the stories 
were silly, imagination. Those things 
don't really happen. But it is easy for 
him to say that. 


Derek says he'd have to go, he is late. 
He kisses Julie. ‘TIl see you this 
evening.’ 


Julie is close to tears. ‘I’m .. may not 
be here.’ 


Derek forces a laugh. ‘Don’t be silly. 
Of course you will.’ 


He goes out and Julie turns away 


from the door. Maybe it won't be 
quite so bad? Anyway there is 
nothing she can do. She feels the 
strong urge to run away. Hide 
somewhere. But that is not possible. 
There is nowhere a girl can hide. You 
need your ID number for everything . 


you do, so you would be quickly 
discovered. And then ... 

Oh no. Wearing the Volunteer was 
preferable to that. 


Julie glances at the clock. She had 
better get ready. 


“Mrs Gilliot? Stand up straight. Yes. 
Julie.” 


His name is Mr Ranford. It said that 
on the door Julie has just closed 
apprehensively behind her. She has 
taken off her laightweight coat on his 


instruction, placing it on a chair. 
Standing now in front of his desk in 
her dress. He is in the black suit and 
tie that government officials wear: a 
middle-aged man with thinning hair 
and a thin mouth and gold-rimmed 
spectacles. Referring to a file on his 
desk and then the eyes behind the 
glasses on her again. 


“And just 20, Mrs Gilliot. Julie. Young 
to be married, eh?' He produces a 
little smile. 'Active hormones, is that 
the reason? A need to be regularly 
enjoying the procreative act.' 


Flushing slightly Julie shakes her 
head. 'No. No Sir.' Conscious of his 
eyes on her body — and in her head 
those darting thoughts. The things 
you heard. She feels slightly faint. All 
the tension that she couldn't avoid 
building up. In her anxiety she had 


arrived at this government office 15 
minutes too early but had been too 
scared to come in until the precise 
time. Now in this quite small office 
which seemed overheated and 
airless ... 


You look like the type. With a good, 
ripe body. How frequently. Mrs 
Gilliot? Every night | should think. 
Twice a night? 


"There's no need to deny it. It’s quite 
in order for a young married woman 
to enjoy sex with her husband. And 
married just six months. Oh yes, | 
imagine you do. You look like the 
type. With a good, ripe body. How 
frequently. Mrs Gilliot? Every night | 
should think. Twice a night?' 


Julie can feel herself flushing now 
alright. And sweating. Little beads 


pricking her skin. Shaking her head. 
Saying something ... 


“Anyway, let's have a look at you. 
Take your dress off. Take everything 
off. Let me have a look at you and 
then I’ll take your measurements.’ 


Has she been expecting that? Julie 
has tried to shut her mind to what 
may happen at this interview. But she 
has to have the uniform. And be 
measured for it. Of course you might 


.think you could be measured with 


your clothes on. But that wouldn't go 
with the stories you heard. Those 
stories you didn't want to believe. 
Perhaps what she is in for will be 
quite as bad as she has feared. 


Her nervous fingers are doing what 
they have to do. Under Mr Ranford's 
glianting gaze. Unbuttoning her 
blouse. Unzipping her skirt. And then 
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... he did say everything off. Slipping 
off her slip. To stand in white knickers 
and bra. And tights. 


‘Oh we don't like tights, Julie. Not in 
the Volunteer Corps. Stockings, with 
a suspender belt. Like women used 
to wear. The Volunteer Corps stands 
for traditional values. Service. 
Discipline. And definitely stockings 
and a suspender belt as part of the 
uniform.’ 


How frequently you do it with your 
husband. | only got a meaningless 
mumble. You're not shy, are you, 
Julie? About sex 


Mr Ranford is getting to his feet. 'And 
anyway | want everything off. | need 
to see everything. Your beautiful 
body. And you didn't answer me 
earlier. How frequently you do it with 
your husband. | only got a 
meaningless mumble. You're not 
shy, are you, Julie? About sex. The 
act of fucking. Girls in the Volunteer 
Corps can't be shy about it.’ 


Mr Ranford is standing in close 
attendance. Julie has taken the tights 
off. And also her bra. Her large, big- 
nippled breasts are nude. They are 
very impressive: 37-inch C-cup to be 
precise. And the sensitive nipples 
have stiffened up: as a result no 
doubt of Julie’s fear and 
embarrassment at having to strip off 
in this little room in front of the 
frightening Mr Ranford. Julie’s big 
nipples are sticking erectly out. She 
i$ trying to ignore this embarrassing 
fact. Because anyway there is the 
final awfulness of now having to take 
her knickers off. And also ... 


She stutters out an answer to his 
shaming question. 'Tw .. Twice a 
week. | th .. think ...' Then gasps. Mr 
Ranford's hand has taken hold of one 
of the large tits. His fingers at the big 
nipple. 


"Twice a week, Mrs Gilliot! | can't 
believe that. Not a big, sexy girl like 
you. With these lovely big things. 
Mmm? Twice a night | should think.’ 


He has both hands at Julie’s 
magnificent boobs now. Fingers 
tweaking the big red nipples — so that 
they have become even more erect. 
Julie had a feeling she might be sick. 
Or faint. Her knickers are halfway 
down, at her knees. She tries to 
stumble away. And Mr Ranford does 
let her go. 


"Yes. Right, get the knickers right off.' 


Then he is at her again. Julie with 
everything off now. Her voluptuous 
body completely nude. Automatically 
her hand has moved to cover her 
pussy but is pushed away. And this 
time ... She gives a sudden strangled 
yelp. 

"This, Julie. l'm sure this needs some 
twice-nightly action.’ 


Mr Ranford’s hand is at her cunt. That 
black-bushed mound which Julie's 
hand has been attempting to cover. 
His hand firmly grabbing her sex. 


It is impossible to stand still of 
course. She is shaking. The big 
nude tits wobbling 


‘Keep still’ he tells her, as 
instinctively she tries to squirm away. 


It is impossible to stand still of 
course. She is shaking. The big nude 
tits wobbling. But Julie has to stand 
and let him grope her. 


‘Oh yes, | should say definitely twice 
a night. And quite probably some 
more in the afternoons. But not your 
husband, eh? Not in the afternoons. 
Then it will be someone else. But 
don't worry, we won't make an issue 
of that. In the Volunteers it's quite 


acceptable. Indeed it's required.” 


All this time his hand has remained 
there. At Julie's pussy. And there is 
the other hand too now. Round 
behind. Groping the ripe cheeks of 
Julie's bottom. It is too much. She is 
going to be sick. The room seems to 
abe swaying about. But mercifully 
her tormentor stops. His hand 
coming away from her pussy. The 
other delivering a sharp slap to one 


bare bottom-cheek. 


‘OK. Look ... let me have a better look 
at you. A quick check-up. Before we 
do those measurements. Get up on 
the table.’ 


Mr Ranford wants her lying on her 
back on the table. 


‘No... 000 ..'Ascared whimper. 


“Come on. Don't be silly. Don't be 
shy.. It's routine for new Volunteers. 
A Volunteer has got to learn to 
comply. Be cooperative. You've got 
a lot to learn. So come on, up on the 
table.' 


Julie is having to do it. With those 
stories looming in her head. Of what 
Volunteers had to do. Had to agree 
to. She didn't really believe those 
stories. Or tried not to. They couldn't 
be true. And anyway she has no 
choice. Julie is on the table. On her 
back. He is pulling her forward. So 
that her hips are at the edge. 


‘No!’ she yelps. ‘No .. ooo!" Mr 
Ranford is spreading her thighs. 


*Just cooperate, Mrs Gilliot. All new 
Volunteers have it. It’s your initiation.’ 


Mr. Ranford has taken off his black 
suit jacket. He is standing between 
Julie's quivering thighs. Unfastening 
the belt of his trousers. 


* Li * 


“There. Very smart. A lovely new 
Volunteer,' Mr Ranford says. 


Julie is in her uniform. Standing 
before the large mirror in the fitting 
room. The uniform of The Women's 
Volunteer Corps. The khaki skirt and 
calf-length skirt. With a darker tie and 
the little cap set on her black curling 
hair. On the left sleeve of the shirt are 
two inverted chevron stripes. 


‘I’m giving you two stripes, Julie,’ Mr 
Ranford said. ‘Because of those 
magnificent tits. With tits like those 
I’m sure you're going to be in great 
demand. Plus being such a pretty girl 
as well. So two stripes for this lovely 
new recruit.’ 


Underneath the khakai uniform Julie 
is wearing the required underwear. 
Brief black knickers and bra and a 
matching black suspender belt for 
the stockings. There is also a similar 
set of pink underwear, Mr Ranford 
said. 


Anew Volunteer who has just been 
initiatied. By Mr Ranford. In that 
other room, his office 


Julie doesn't want to look at herself in 
the uniform. She doesn't want to see 
it and know she is now a Volunteer. A 
new Volunteer who has just been 
initiatied. By Mr Ranford. In that other 
room, his office. Especially she 
doesn't want to think about that. 
What happened on that table. It was 
of course one of the things she had 
heard. One of the things they did with 
new Volunteers. She hadn't wanted 
to believe it, had tried to dismiss it 
from her mind. But now Julie knows it 
is true. 


And the other things? There are 
various other things that Julie knows, 
or fears, associated with being a 
Volunteer. But there is one particular 
other one, associated with a girl 
starting, her initiation. In addition to 
that awaful business on the table. 
When Mr Ranford fucked her. 


The other thing is the cane. A girl gets 
acaning. On her bare bottom. And Mr 
Ranford has referred to it. When he 
had finished with Julie on the table 
and he was taking her 
measurements. Slipping that tape 
measure round Julie's nude body 
which was shaking from what had 
just happened. 


"There's something else a girl get at 
the beginning, Julie. ^A little 
disciplinary introduction. Do you 
know what that is?' 


Julie had shaken her head, still 
breathless and somewhat stunned 
from what had happened. But she 
had guessed what he meant. 
Because for one thing there it was 
standing in the corner of his room. A 
long, thin cane. 


Mr Ranford had given a quiet little 
laugh, jiggling the tape measure 
round Julie’s shuddering nude 
boobs. 'Oh, I think you know.' 


COLLECTOR'S CORNER 


And now in front of the mirror in the 
fitting room he does tell her. Directly. 


“Now we have the other thing, Julie 
The thing that | suppose you didn't 
want to talk about. The cane. A little 
touch of the cane.” 


His hand fondles Julie's bottom 
through the khaki skirt. ‘New recruits 
don't like the thought of the cane of 
course. But it is something we have 
to have. Discipline is very important 
in the Women's Volunteers. It is an 
essential element. The cane is so 
very good for discipline.” 


So if you will wait just one moment 
l'l get my cane and we will go 
through into the other room. Our 
Exercies Room 


The hand gives Julie's bottom a firm 
squeeze. 'So if you will wait just one 
moment l'll get my cane and we will 
go through into the other room. Our 
Exercies Room. Or | suppose you 
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could call it the Caning Room.’ 


As an after-thought Mr Ranford adds, 
“You get it on the bare bottom of 
course.’ 


The Exercise Room contained a 
range of exercise equipment: 
exercise bicycles, rowing machines, 
weights apparatus, etc. Along one 
wall was a long leather-covered 
bench. 


‘Are you fit?” Mr Ranford asks. He 
has that cane in his hand now. 


Julie stutters some sort of answer. 
She has ridden an exercise bike from 
time to time and played the odd 
game of badminton but that is all. No, 


she is not what you would call fit. But 
at the moment her mind is almost 
entirely taken up with what Mr 
Ranford is holding. That cane. 


Is he really going to cane her? There 


cannot be any doubt that the anser is 
Yes. Julie's mind tries to veer away 
from it. She can't take a caning. On 
her bare bottom! No! Panic is rising 
inside her. That other was dreadful 
but at least is was something a girl 
does. All the time. It waas awful 


having this horrible man doing it but 
... it wasn't the cane! Julie has never 
had the cane of course ... - 

Mr Ranford tells Julie he wants the 
uniform off for the caning. Also her 
knickers. He wants her in just the bra 


and suspender belt and stockings. 
Mr Ranford gives that little laugh. 
"You can keep the cap on.’ 


Juilie makes a panicky plea. Please! 
Anything else. Yes, she wouldn't 
mind being fucked again. Not really. 
Or anything else Mr Ranford fancies. 
If it meant not getting the cane. 


The training schedule calls for a 
first taste of the cane on your 
starting day. You will then have a 
period of fitness training 


He shakes his head. Smiling at Julie's 
distress. ‘No. We must have it Fam 
afraid. It is something you must all 
have. Thetraining schedule calls for a 


first taste of the cane on your starting 
day. You will then have a period of 
fitness training. For several weeks at 
least, until testing shows you've 
reached the necessary standard. 
And the training sessions are all likely 
to involve more use of the cane. the 
cane is very central to training in the 
Volunteers.” 
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Mr Ranford taps his cane on the 
leather seat. "Training will of course 
take place in parallel with your 
assignments. You will start 
assignments right away. The first one 
tomorrow. Assignments and training 
sessions will be slotted in together.’ 


A heavier whack on the leather. 
“Alright? Now let's have your things 
off. | want you kneeling on the bench. 
With your bottom right up.’ 


She is on the bench. It is like being in 
a nightmare. It is a nightmare. But 
Julie is not dreaming this. No, it is 
real. Itis happening. With her uniform 
off. And the brief black knickers 
lowered halfway down her thighs. On 
hands and knees on the narrow 
bench. 


Mr Ranford's voice as if from a 
distance. 'Keep quite still, Julie. It will 
be nothing you can't handle. Just... a 
bit of a sting .. To that quite 
magnificent rump ...’ 


Julie holds her breath. Every nerve on 
edge; jangling. She can't take pain. 
She can't handle it. And this will be ... 


Oh dear God ...!!! 


* * * 


Derek kisses her. 'Well was it OK? 
Not too bad?' Forcing his voice to 
sound cheerful. Though he can't 
imagine it could possibly have been 
‘OK’. 

Julie was already home. She had 
worn the uniform home under her 
coat but taken it off as soon as she 
was inside. Then had a shower and 
changed. Not wanting to see the 
uniform. Or think about it. Although 
she was going to have to put it on 
again in the morning. To go out ... for 
a morning training session. And then 
in the afternoon her first assignment. 


That is what Volunteers do. It is what 
the Women's Volunteer Corps is for. 
Social and supportive visits to 
citizens (older ones mostly, or at least 
in theory) who might not otherwise 
have any visitors. Or certainly not a 
young and attractive female one. 


But of course not all those visited are 
old or necessarily lonely. That may 
have been the original intention with 
the Volunteer Corps but now it is 
anyone who can pay the fee for the 
privilege. He will then have a visit 


from a young and attractive 
Volunteer in her uniform. To visit him 
in his home and be friendly and 
pleasant — and do whatever he 


wants. More or less. If she is not. 


friendly and cooperative and satisfies 
his wishes he can make a complaint. 
And the Volunteer in question will be 
taken to task. 


Has she been caned? Probably. It's 
what they apparently routinely do. 
He would like to see the marks 


Julie is not going to talk about it. Not 
any of it. “No!” she says to Derek. And 
then bursts into tears. Derek holds 
her. Mouthing comforting words. He 
wants to know of course. lt has 
probably been pretty awful. But at 
the same time he finds it arousing. 
What Julie has probably undergone 
from the official who has dealt with 
her. Has she been caned? Probably. 
It’s what they apparently routinely 
do. He would like to see the marks. 
Although he can hardly ask Julie to 
show him. 


He wants to go into the bedroom. 
Derek hasn't eaten but he isn't 
bothered. What he wants is to have 
Julie. On the bed. She can see his 
sudden arousal and says she doesn't 
want it She doesn't feel like it. Not 
after the dreadful things she has 
suffered. But Julie allows herself to 
be persuaded. Maybe it will let her 
forget. For a moment or two. 


Derek sees the cane marks, when 
Julie undresses. They are still clearly 
there. Red stripes across Julie's ripe 
bottom. A darker red now but quite 
clear and distinct. Julie lets him look. 
Not saying anything. He puts his 
arms round her.  Murmuring 
sympathetic words. His arousal now 
is making him breathless. 


In bed Derek mounts Julie 
immediately. She is wet and ready. 
Gasping his words he asks what he 
has to know: did the official fuck her? 
Julie after a moment answers yes. It 
is really no more than Derek 
expected. And there was nothing he 
could have done about it. Perhaps he 
doesn't like the thought — but like 
the caning it is arousing. And he is 
already on the extreme verge. He 
comes. 


And tomorrow afternoon? When 
Julie has her first Volunteer 
assignment. Probably someone else 
will screw her. Some well-off older 
man who can afford a Volunteer. 
Some unknown citizen who will be 


lucky enough to get Julie Gilliot on 
her first assignment. Is that arousing 
too? 


Derek thinks about it. Lying next to 
the silent Julie. He-can’t help thinking 
about it. Is it? Well, he is certainly 
getting aroused again. Almost 
imediately. Getting horny. 


END 


VIDEO REVIEW 
SPECIAL 


SUPPLEMENT No. 30 

featured the now famous 
BLUSHES video 

THE DETENTION ROOM 
which ran for a full 112 hours. All 
those secret little photos of these 
two young girls being humiliated 
and punished. 

There was no script, the girls just 
had to go along with everything 
that happened to them, they 
didn't like it, and it shows. 


Copies still available at £7. 
plus 50p for postage and 
handling in U.K. and Europe. 
Add £2 elsewhere. 


Make cheques or P.O. payable to: 


PRESS SALES 

15 WASTDALE ROAD 
FOREST HILL 
LONDON SE23 1HN 


Make Cheques and 
P.O.'s payable to: 
| “PRESS SALES” 
15 Wastdale Road 
London SE23 — 


ee POSTAGE AND PACKING 
a add 30p per item (U.K.) 
ase add 50p per item (Europe) 


Please add £2 i 
per item (U.S.A. 
AND REST OF THE oe 


BLUSHES £6 


us | seusni& 


ue juewajddns 34L 


Civil liberties! 

Head's secretary loses 
her knickers. 

More Reich Girls. 


Institutional 
punishment. Knickers 
down in the office. 
School play caning. 


UNIFORM GIRLS £5 


eon 
CH 
Y) 
pra 
E. 
c» 
= 
= 
pá 


MEN! 


asi anc me | 


>. THE SUPPLEMENT £5 


auın seusnia 


Quin juawe|ddns ay ity 
xis SID UMOJUN 


Prefect's punishment. 
Spanking in the 
Orchard. Knickers 
down for the boss. 


More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 

More spankings! 
More of everything! 


Caretaker'S Daughter 
spanked. Teenagers 
need discipline. 
Spanked at home. 


Nurses, schoolgirls, a 
traffic warden and the 
school sports captain 

punished. 


Student Librarian 
brought to book. Girls, 
Headmistress and 

Mr Martin. 
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Bedroom spanking, 
schoolroom caning, 
Spanking “Alfresco” 


Gym lesson caning, 
Reich Girl. Bedtime 
Punishments and 


Spanked in pyjamas, 
Discipline 10 years 
hence. Librarian's 


Convent discipline. 
Two nurses, twelve 


Stable girl's spanking, 
caned in the Saddle, 


strokes. Majorette 


sticks it out. Schoolroom spanking 


girls in detention. 
and caning. 
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A fresh air spanking, 
Bathtime humiliation, 
Bedroom caning. 


The Guardians' Club, 
canes and piano 
lessons. Bedtime 
caning and lots more. 


Girl guide's Alfresco 
spanking. The new 
maid. A punishment 
room caning. 


Classroom strapping. 
Headmistress weilds 
her cane. 

Sixth form spanking. 


Never a bottom left 
unblushed as knickers 
come down in the gym, 
study and bedrooms. 45 
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The verdant woods are bursting with 
late Spring growth on this glorious hot 
May afternoon. The light green 
canopy of oak and birch filters the sun 
down onto wide expanses of dazzling 
bright bluebells. All is silent apart 
from the occasional chatter of a 
Spring-inspired forest bird. 
Otherwise tranquil silence. Certainly 
no sight or sound of human presence 
to mar this idyllic scene. 


But somewhat further on, a bit deeper 
into the wood with all at first sight just 
as tranquil and untouched by the feet 
of blundering humans, there are 
voices. Human voices. A man's and a 
female voice. The man intoning and 
the female voice responding with a 
giggle. The voice of a girl, teenage 
probably. 


Can we perhaps get a look at this 
invasion from the so-called Civilised 
world? If we can cautiously advance a 
little closer ... Yes, in this clearing. Is 
it a man? It is but he is clad in a short- 
trousered outfit. A scout — or more 
likely perhaps a scoutmaster. Khaki 
shirt and the shorts, with a black beret 
on his head. He is standing close to a 
tree, with a teenaged girl. She is in 
what looks like a Girl Guide's 
uniform: blue blouse and shortish 
dark blue skirt; white knee socks. 


She is standing at the man's side but 
on the seat of a flimsy canvas camping 
chair so that her head (with tumbling 
blonde locks) and shoulders are 
above her companion. Her hands are 
on the bole of the tree which they 
appear to be inspecting. 


"Ihe English oak,' the man states. 
“Quercus robur. Perhaps our finest 
forest tree.” 


The squirming and perhaps the giggle 
too are occasioned by the 
scoutmaster's hand. It is up the back 
of her short skirt. 


The girl makes a  giggling 
acknowledgement at this 


information, and squirms somewhat 
precariously on the flimsy chair. The 
squirming and perhaps the giggle too 
are occasioned by the scoutmaster's 
hand. It is up the back of her short 
skirt. On her bottom. 


This in fact is a certain female 
undergarment: to wit a pair of girl's 
knickers. They are the Girl Guide's (if 
that is what she is) knickers. This 
pretty, tousled-blonde-haired girl 
standing on the camping seat does not 
therefore at this moment have any 
knickers on. 


If we have very good eyesight we 
could see something else. Some flimsy 
material (pale pink) half protruding 
from the man’s left trouser pocket. 
This in fact is a certain female 
undergarment: to wit a pair of girl’s 
knickers. They are the Girl Guide’s (if 
that is what she is) knickers. This 
pretty, tousled-blonde-haired girl 
standing on the camping seat does not 
therefore at this moment have any 


knickers on. No knickers under that 
short skirt. Where the scoutmaster 
has his hand. So the hand is on her 
bare bottom. Which may well explain 
the squirming. And that half giggle? 
Could she perhaps be enjoying the 
manual attention. 


‘Can you recognise the English oak, 
Amanda? Do you know its salient 
features?’ 


Whether Amanda can or not is not 
clear. As she makes a ‘Goo 
Oooh!! sound. This sound is nothing 
to do with English oaks. It is 
everything to do with the hand 
between Amanda’s legs. Because the 
hand has now slid in between her 
thighs. In between at the very tops. 
To take hold her pretty puss. She 
performs a more violent gyration of 
her bottom and thighs, causing her to 
almost fall off the chair. 


“Tree identification forms the first 
part of the Woodcraft Test,’ the man 
tells her. ‘Identification of six 
common English trees in summer and 


winter. Winter of course is more 
difficult but summer should be easy.’ 


As he is talking he is continuing to 
work at the girl’s pussy. He has her 
slim but shapely body pressed hard up 
against the smooth bole of the tree 
now. Her hips and groin in particular. 
In order to keep her balance with 
what is happening Amanda has 
spread her arms and is clasping the 
tree with both hands. Her bottom is 
now sensuously shaking and jerking. 
With her thighs slackly spread to 
facilitate full access to the male hand 
and its manipulating fingers. 


No, it is not at all clear what Amanda 
knows about trees. 


She is making groaning sounds now. 
Groans of pleasure. Orgasmic groans 
and shudderings. Quite simply her 
companion seems to be bringing her 
off. i 


She has not replied to the questions 


and indeed the subject seems to have 


been now forgotten by the 
scoutmaster. She is making groaning 
sounds now. Groans of pleasure. 
Orgasmic groans and shudderings. 
Quite simply her companion seems to 
be bringing her off. Bringing this 
pretty Amanda to orgasm. And the 
question has to be asked: isn't what 
we observe a little unusual? Is this 


what a Girl Guide can normally 
expect on a Woodcraft expedition? Is 
it indeed what a girl's mother assumes 
will happen when she places her 
daughter in what most people assume 
are the very reliable hands of the local 
Girl Guide Unit? 


What needs to be said perhaps is that 
Amanda Parsons whom we have seen 
in the wood is not in a normal Girl 
Guide unit. Her instructor and 
companion is not exactly a normal 
Girl Guide instructor either. No. His 
name is Alfred Minley. And the name 
Alfred Minley is not one recognised 
by that august body, the Girl Guides 
Commissioners, whose duty it is to 
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and 
Girl 


ensure standards 
throughout ‘the 


quality 
Guide 


organisation. For one thing it is 
common knowledge that virtually all 
approved Guide leaders are women. 


No doubt one reason for this is that 
the Commissioners may consider in 
their wisdom that it is not wise to 
allow a male to have close and 
intimate access to their nubile 


members. (Not of course that a 
woman instructor may not as easily 
have things in her mind regarding her 
charges over and above - well 
Woodcraft say. But probably the Girl 


Guide Commissioners do not think of 
this.) But anyway Mr Minley is clearly 
not a woman. No. And nor is he an 
accredited Guide instructor. 


scoutmaster. Perhaps he became 
bored with that, at any rate he is not 
one any longer. What Mr Minley now 
has is his own little group of ‘Guides’ 
— but they are not official Girl Guides 


Girl 


Guides 
Commissioners would recognise. Mr 
Minley’s group is his own special unit, 
recruited in his home base of Little 


What Mr Minley used to be was a | Wimbury and in other nearby 


such as the 
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villages. And the key factor here is 
that Alfred Minley runs Little 
Wimbury’s only general store. And it 
is a fact (though not of course to be 
publicly acknowledged) that ladies 
who permit (or actually instruct) their 
daughters to join Mr Minley’s little 
band may expect to obtain 
merchandise at Mr Minley's store at 
significantly reduced prices. 


With Mr Minley being an ex- 
scoutmaster of unblemished 
reputation why should a mother not 
be happy to allow her daughter to join 
his group? After all Woodcraft and 
the life are most healthy and indeed 
potentially useful pursuits. Much 
better for Susan and Emily or 
whoever it is to be thus engaged 
rather than hanging about on street 
corners. And there is no official Girl 
Guide unit in the area. 


In fact a certain local lady, Mrs 
Hallcroft, did think of starting up a 
group about a year ago. Only to have 
Alfred Minley make it clear to her 
that this would not be welcome. Mrs 
Hallcroft reconsidered, and the 
unwelcome threat of competition was 
removed. So Alfred Minley still has 
his girls. 


Amanda is one of Alfred’s favourites. 
Not because of her knowledge of 
Woodcraft, or indeed any other 
particular skill that one might care to 
mention. But she is a very 
accommodating and cooperative girl. 


Amanda Parsons for one. Amanda 
who on this Saturday afternoon in 
early May is out in the wood with 
Alfred. Working for her Woodcraft 
badge, or at least that is the idea. 
Amanda is one of Alfred’s favourites. 
Not because of her knowledge of 
Woodcraft, or indeed any other 
particular skill that one might care to 
mention. But she is a very 
accommodating and cooperative girl. 
Some girls even after you have spent a 
good deal of time training them are 
not very accommodating. 


It is much nicer if a girl is 
accommodating, and also pretty of 
course. But then Alfred Minley is not 
interested in recruiting a girl to his 
little band if she is not pretty, with 
also a nice shapely body. Amanda is 
very pretty with a very lovely shape. 
A lovely body. 


Amanda and Mr Minley have now left 
that clearing where they were 
examining the oak tree — and as we 
saw were also examining something 
else: namely Amanda's ability to have 
a big and quite noisy, jerky-bottomed 
orgasm. Amanda's ability in that 
latter test was clearly not in doubt, she 
passed it with full marks. But 


regarding the former, well Alfred 
Minley is going to have something to 


say about that. 


With Amanda carrying the canvas 
chair they have now walked further 
into the wood, some 200 yards, to 
another clearing where they have 
earlier deposited their rucksack. Now 
sleeping bags have been unrolled onto 
the grass and bluebells and a little 
primus stove has been set up. The 
sleeping bags do not indicate an 


overnight stay, but they are useful to 
sit on. Or of course lie on. The primus 
is to make some tea, which task 
Amanda, kneeling on a sleeping bag, 
is currently engaged in. 


"We're going to need a little 
something, Mr Minley says. “For 
those trees. That was not very good.” 


Amanda gives a little squeal of 
protest. He is seated next to her, on 
the canvas chair. She knows what “a 
little something? can mean regarding 
her inability to name identifying 
characteristics of oak and birch. It can 
mean the cane. Or at least having her 
bare bottom spanked. Possibly as 
soon as she has made the tea and he 
has hopefully pronounced it good and 
then quaffed it down. 


Susan has great difficulty making an 
acceptable cup of tea. Susan is always 
getting her bottom spanked or caned. 


Is it possible that if her tea is 
especially good it might make up for 
the failure regarding the trees? No, 
Amanda doesn't really think so. 
Probably more likely if the tea is not 
good she will get an extra spanking, 
because the ability to make decent tea 
either at Mr Minley's home or out in 
the woods is another basic 
requirement for a girl in Mr Minley’s 


little band. But usually Amanda’s tea 
passes muster. Not like Susan’s for 
instance. Susan has great difficulty 
making an acceptable cup of tea. 
Susan is always getting her bottom 
spanked or caned over her tea. 
Leaning over the billy can Amanda 
gives another sharp squeal. This time 
it is Alfred Minley’s hand. Again you 
say! Yes, it has slid up under the rear 
of her short skirt. Amanda of course is 
still without her knickers. On an 
expedition such as this to the wood a 
cooperative, accommodating girl like 
Amanda will have her knickers off 
from the moment they get out of Mr 
Minleys car. For contingency 
purposes as he will say. 


With a girl who has not reached quite 
the same degree of cooperativeness, 
well, maybe yes and maybe no. 
Alfred Minley will certainly 
endeavour to get them off as soon as 


possible, but a girl whose 
cooperativeness is still — being 
developed may require some 


persuading. And naturally one does 
not want scenes — especially involving 
the removal of a girl's knickers — in a 
public place. 


Mr Minley's hand is up in the highly 
erogenous zone again. 
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But yes, Amanda's pink knickers are 
off and Mr Minley's hand is up in the 
highly erogenous zone again. Which 
can well cause a girl to give a little 
squeal. 


*Oooh! You'll make me spill the tea!” 
Amanda shrills. Not being reluctant 
to dramatise matters she adds, ‘Or II 
have the primus over and the whole 
place ablaze!” 


‘I don't think so,’ says Mr Minley, his 
fingers working. “Now then what 
about that Sophie?” 


Ah, this is something else! Sophie 
Stevens. The Stevenses have recently 
come to live in Wimburyford, the next 
village to Little Wimbury. The 
daughter Sophie is really choice: 
Amanda's age, a little bit taller, also 
blonde and just as attractive and 
shapely. Naturally Alfred wants her 
in his Guide Group. Indeed he can 
hardly wait to have her in the group. 
Alfred may have Amanda and Susan 
and the others already, all lovely girls 
and all more or less cooperative and 
accommodating to his whims. What 
more could a man want? Well what he 
can want is this new Sophie. Like a 
small boy with sweets, what he has in 
his hands is not enough if he thinks he 
can get another one. 


Amanda has been detailed to make 
contact with Sophie and expound to 
her the many great pleasures of 
becoming one of Mr Minley's Guides. 
Naturally Amanda hasn't got to be 
too specific as to what these pleasures 
are, because until you know a girl you 
cannot be too sure what pleasure she 
takes from certain activities. Or how 
she will react to various familiarities. 


A man needs to lead a new girl on 
cautiously, rather like an unbroken 
young mare. So Amanda has to tread 
a careful path. But if she can ... Mr 
Minley is going to be grateful. It is 
likely for instance that he will rescind 
any promised canings. Or at least 
convert them to  not-so-awful 
spankings. 

“Yes! I have! Spoken to her!” 


Amanda words come out in a 
staccato, exclamation-mark-ridden 
way because of Mr Minley's hand. His 
fingers. They are doing what they are 
very good at doing. Which is getting 
Amanda all hot and jumpy. A man's 
hand right there will of course do that. 
Amanda as we know has just recently 
come, standing on that camp chair, 
but that does not stop a girl getting all 


hot and bothered again if a man starts 
giving her the business. A girl can't 
help it. And Mr Minley is now giving 
Amanda the business as she kneels on 
the sleeping bag. 


Alfred Minley is doing it but at the 
same time he is thinking of that 
Sophie. Amanda is a lovely girl and so 
responsive. She comes like a dream. 
But he can't help thinking of that new 
Sophie. Thinking of having her in his 
Guide group. Having her out here in 
the wood. Having her in his guide 
den, up in the loft in his house ... Yes 
that Sophie. 


Amanda has now let go of the billy 
can and has dropped her hands down 
on the sleeping bag. On hands and 
knees, her thighs spread, her ripe 
round bottom squirming. Alfred 
Minley’s fingers in her pussy, at her 
hot clit, have got her going alright. 
Amanda is almost there, close to 
coming again. Yes she is a really 
lovely girl — but Alfred can't help 
thinking about that Sophie. What will 
she be like. On this sleeping bag say. 
Or of course up in his snug loft ... 


* * * 


Amanda as we know has just recently 
come, standing on that camp chair, 
but that does not stop a girl getting all 
hot and bothered again. 


Alfred Minley's loft is his Guide 
snuggery. It is where he repairs with 
his Guides when they visit his house at 
the edge of the village. Up here is a 
snug little Guide world under the 
angling rafters. There are some chairs 
and a wooden desk where Alfred 
keeps his Guide records. There is a 
primus for brewing up tea camp-style. 
And to one side there is a bed: 
nothing fancy, a single bed with a 
simple cover. Yes his loft is very 
simply furnished but contains all the 
basics that a man may need for 
meetings with his Guides. The whole 
group perhaps or of course the girls 


singly. 


It is important to have a girl alone for 
the business of measuring. 


The whole group now consists of five 
Guides. Because now there is Sophie 
Stevens. There has not been a 


meeting of all five yet because Sophie 
is such a new recruit. So new in fact 
that today is her first visit to Mr 
Minley. Her first visit to the loft. For 
the purpose of being measured for her 
uniform. So it is just Sophie, none of 
the other Guides. It is important to 


E] 


have a girl alone for the business of 
measuring. 


Amanda has done a good job. Of 
enthusiastic but of course discreet and 
limited explanations. The other thing 
is that Alfred has had his chat with 
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Mrs Stevens, mother of the choice 
girl. Mentioning his little Guide 
group. This public spirited venture on 
his part to provide a healthy outlet for 
some of the local teenage girls. Sophie 
was most welcome to join — and 
indeed he believed she had already 
expressed an interest to one of the 
members, Amanda Parsons. Then 
Alfred went smoothly on to refer to 
his  cut-price  arangements for 
favoured customers. 


Well, what sensible mother could 
refuse her daughter taking up this 
attractive offer? Especially after 
Alfred has added his ex-scoutmaster 
credentials. What a nice person, such 
a concerned citizen, Mr Minley was! 
She would see that Sophie was 
available for the very next Guides 
meeting. Alfred, smiling perhaps a 
little greedily, said a pre-meeting 
would be best, to measure Sophie for 
her uniform. That would be the first 
thing. And if Mrs Stevens would care 
to give him a list he would arrange a 


first delivery of requested provisions 4 


the very next day. 

Yes all has gone splendidly. Amanda 
has had two canings that were due 
reduced to spankings. And Sophie is 
now here! The entirely. delectable 
Sophie. In this snug loft where Alfred 
has had so many wonderful 
experiences in the past. : 


What a truly lovely girl! In her blouse 
and skirt which give‘ thrilling 
indication. of- the delectable figure 
underneath. She is smiling somewhat 
shyly. Unsure. of. herself perhaps. 
What does she know? What exactly 
has Amanda told her? And also ... 
what does this girl know in general? 
Any particular ... ah, experience..? 


A girl has to have her uniform. And of 
course she has to be measured for it: 


“Yes. The uniform,’ Alfred says in 
smoothly reassuring tones. That's the 
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first thing. A girl has to have: her 
uniform. And of course she has to be 

- measured for it.” He is keeping his 
voice nice and steady. Keeping the 
excitement out of it. “So we'd better 
have your things off, eh?' 


Sophie’s big - blue eyes are 
questioning. Has she expected this? 
Has she had any experience of this 
before? Of being measured. By a 
gentleman, that is. 


| Yes we'll need all your things off, 
Sophie. It's usual of course. We've 
got to get your measurements just 
right.” 


The big blue eyes widen -with this 

information. Plus there is a distinct 

flush to the pretty cheeks. Has the 
| lovely: girl experienced this before, 
and is flushing at the memory? Or is 
she simply picturing it: her nude body 

. and Mr Minley's hands with the 
tape. Because he did say ... all «your 
things-off ... 


“Have you .. ah .. been measured 
before Sophie? With all your clothes 
off I mean?" 


'N ..N .. No. she breathes. Her pink 
tongue comes out to moisten full pink 
lips. “No Mr Minley.” 


‘Ah well then.’ Alfred feels a distinct 
stiffening in the front of his 
scoutmaster shorts. Ardiscreet tenting 
out to accommodate his stiffening 
penis. ‘Ah well, there’s nothing to 
worry about. Just ... get your things 
off.’ 

“A... All my things ...’ 


‘Yes of course.’ Alfred’s voice brisker 
now. One does not want to get 
involved in procrastination or, worse, 
argument. “Well, you can keep your 
shoes and socks on. But there's 
nothing to worry about. I mean 
there's no one here to-see. Is there?’ 


No there is no-one. Except Alfred 
Minley of course. Eager-eyed and 
now with. a tape measure in.his hand. 
Itis no doubt a.scary prospect for an 
inexperienced» girl. Although we 
don't really know how far Sophie is 
quite inexperienced. She says she 
hasn't'been measured but that is only 
one thing. A girl can have plenty of 
other experience besides being 
measured. But ;she does look 
apprehensive. Scared in fact. Of this 
prospect of having to reveal all she’s 
got. Trying to force a nervous little 
smile. As she begins. 


Alfred greedy-eyed, and a little hot- | then the skirt. Sweet Sophie in | possible to take measurements 
faced. His organ is really quivering,as | virginal white brief knickers and bra. | perfectly well in knickers and bra? 
the garments one by one come | The sweet girl opens her soft mouth, | One might think so — but not for 
fumblingly off. The blouse ... and | bites the ripe lower lip. Is it not | Alfred Minley and his Guides. Taking 
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all the clothes off is anyway something 
else too: the acceptance that a girl 
must keep nothing from the Leader. 
She must have no secrets. Well she 


shouldn't have. But certainly no 
secrets ... regarding those special 
parts. Boobs ... and pussy. 


And sweet Sophie has now done it. 


Everything is off and she is revealing 
boobs and pussy. Shyly and 
reluctantly and Alfred has to push 
away her hands which automatically 


seek still to hide those delicious parts. 
But Alfred is not reluctant to have to 
do this. It enables him to make that 
essential contact, with bare flesh. 


Sophie shivers. Shudders. Whimpers. 
As his hands go to various places. Mr 
Minley is saying he wants her up on 
the chair. Standing on the chair. 


Sophie is feeling just a little faint. 


END OF PART ONE 
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Sophie is feeling just a little faint. 
Well what girl wouldn't; standing for 
the first time like this? Standing on 
the seat of a chair in the Guides’ snug 
retreat, Mr Minley's loft. Just herself 
and Mr Minley. And with nothing on! 
“Sophie that is. Mr Minley of course is 
in his scoutmaster's rig. But Sophie is 
in the altogether. Well effectively. 
There are just her shoes and socks, 
and her knickers pulled down to her 
knees. And Mr Minley in close 
attendance, histape measure in hand. 
In his left hand. His right hand is thus 
free to go here and there. 


Itis going here and there. Here... and 
there. At this moment it has slid 
between Sophie’s quivering thighs. 
The hand is there and indicating that 
she should part her thighs some more. 
But if she does ... she will be quite 
open ... to that hand. It will be quite 
free to ... well she knows what it will 
do. Inevitably. Where it will 
inevitably go. Right in to a girl’s 
number one place. Yes. But. 


She has to do it. She is one of Mr 
Minley's Guides now. Mr Minley is 
the Leader and so naturally she has to 
obey him. And accept ... what Mr 
Minley wants to do with his hands for 
one thing. 


Sophie gives a -shuddering little 
whimper. The hand has gone where 
she knew it would. Right there. Softly 
fingering her. Ooo... ooohh ..! 


His finger — or is it his thumb? - is 
gently tracing along her entrance. 


“Have you got a boyfriend? Mr 
Minley quietly asks. His finger — or is 
it his thumb? — is gently tracing along 
her entrance. Along that so sensitive 
line. Making her wonder if perhaps 
her knees are going to give way. A 
boyfriend. 


AO se Malad | 52 
Oooohhh ...’ 


not really ... Well .. 


“We don’t really want boyfriends in 
the Guides. They are an unwelcome 
distraction, very bothersome to girls. 
And of course only interested in one 
thing. This thing. Eh Sophie?’ 


No doubt to make quite clear what it 
is that boyfriends are only interested 
in, Alfred Minley’s finger has slid in. 
Into Sophie. She is quite sure her 
knees are going to give way now. This 


is too much. The finger isin her ... and 
doing things. 

She gives a desperate little yelp. She is 
going to fall ... off the chair. 


Sophie does. Slowly toppling down. 
On top of Mr Minley. Somehow he 
manages to stay on his feet. And his 
hand manages to stay right where it 
was. His finger up in her. 


* * * 


They get sorted out. Disentangled. 
“Pm s .. sorry,’ Sophie stutters. ‘I .. 
sort of lost balance. I .. Pm not used to 
being measured.” 


"That's alright,’ Alfred reassures her, 
straightening his beret. *Not to worry, 
you are a new recruit.’ 


Actually he is quite pleased with her. 
It was not all unpleasant having the 
lovely girl fall on top of him. And she 
has made no great fuss about where 
his hand was. Some girls can be ultra- 
sensitive. Joanne for instance. Joanne 
made quite a fuss when he first tried to 
get his hand on it. It took a good deal 


of patience and careful explanation 
before she would submit to it without 
a lot of annoying struggling about. 
The delectable Sophie has done none 
of that however. Perhaps she has had 
some experience. Nonetheless. 


“But .. ah .. we may need something. 
To remind you to show more 
disciplined behaviour in future. It 
probably won't mean a caning, 
Sophie. But I rather think a spanked 
bottom may be called for. However, 
right now we had better get on with 
the measuring.’ 


The nipples need some manual 
attention first to bring them up to their 
erected dimensions. 


Yes, the measuring. There hasn't 
really been much of that as yet. Alfred 
gets her back up on the chair and this 
time really does get some done. Her 
lovely slim waist and those exquisite, 
really quite full tits. (The nipples need 


some manual attention first to bring 
them up to their erected dimensions, 
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thus ensuring he doesn't get a false 
measurement.) The delicious flanks, 
the buttocks. And also ... 
There are also other measurements 

that one might not immediately 

expect. Certainly ones that seemingly 

Sophie does not expect. For instance 

Alfred Minley's tape passed between 

her thighs. High üp. As high as it will 

go in fact, pulled tight into her crotch. 

Or more exactly tight into the lips of 
her pussy. Sophie's wide-eyed look of 
alarm — as Alfred pulls the tape firmly 

to and fro — gives perhaps some idea 

of the shock-sensation generated. 
The feeling, maybe, of shooting off 
into orbit. 


Alfred finally takes the tape away. 
Pulling it out of Sophie's pussy lips. 
She slowly comes back down to earth. 


*Was that nice?' he asks. 'Some girls 
find it rather interesting. Did you find 
it interesting?” 


She doesn't know what to say. Her 
face is bright red. Possibly if Mr 
Minley had done it for much longer 
she would have come. Which would 
have been impossibly embarrassing. 
But anyway Mr Minley is not waiting 
for an answer. There is something 
else. 


‘Anyway I suppose we should now 


have .. that spanking. Yes Sophie? 
Now that I've got your 
measurements. For that business 
earlier. 

* * * 


Yes an early spanking is always 
necessary with a new girl. An early 
caning is too but a caning is best 
coming just a little later, not on her 
very first visit to the loft. But a 
spanking on her first visit is a good 
idea. It can get a girl nicely attuned to 
Guide ways and Alfred Minley's 
disciplinary methods and 
requirements. 


Sophie's blue eyes are big and wide 
alright as she steps forward and 
presents herself, her nude body, over 
Mr Minley's waiting lap. 


Alfred sits on the chair and Sophie has 
to get over his lap. She is still big-eyed 
from the tape working to and fro in 
her pussy. Now there is this other no 
doubt surprise dimension, because 
Amanda will not have mentioned 


spankings in her up-beat descriptions 
of Guide activities. Yes, Sophie's blue 
eyes are big and wide alright as she 
steps forward and presents herself, 
her nude body, over Mr Minley's 
waiting lap. A lap that at its centre 
contains an upright stiffness that the 
trembling girl cannot but be aware of. 


Sophie is aware of what it is of course. 
It is Mr Minley's stiff thing. All big 
and stiff. And what does it signify? 
With what has already taken place in 
this snug but scary loft, and what is 
about to happen: this bare-bottom 
spanking — well there is a lot more to 
being one of Mr Minley's.Guides than 
Amanda told her. A lot more. How 
much more? Mr Minley's thing ... He 
is manoeuvring her now. His hand at 
her bottom. So that she is not pressing 
too painfully on his thing. Adjusting 
her ... so that it pushes up between 
her legs. Mr Minley's hand is there 


too. With his final adjustings. It is 
where she is already extremely hot 
and bothered of course. That awful 
tape... 


*Awooooohh ..!!’ 


As his hand now continues to crack 
down there is a good deal more 
movement to accompany her yelps. .. 


Yes the hand has abruptly ceased its 
adjustings and cracked sharply down. 
A sharp and painful spank. Sophie's 
lovely rear jerks in automatic reaction 
as she lets out her yell. She is a very 
mobile girl, alot of movement. Alfred 
recalls her falling off the chair a little 
earlier when he had his hand between 
her legs. As his hand now continues to 
crack down there is a good deal more 
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movement to accompany her yelps. 
But he has got a firm hold of her, his 
left hand gripping her with her arm 
caught behind her back for good 
measure. Sophie’s bottom and legs 
can jerk about but not a lot else. 


He continues the spanking. Until 
those ripe moons of her buttocks, and 
also of course the backs of her thighs, 
are a nice uniform bright red colour. 
A really energetic spanking is always a 
good idea on a girl's first day. 


* * * 


*How did it go?' Muriel Stevens asks 
her daughter brightly. ‘Did you have a 
good time?” 


‘Yes .. Sophie replies. She has just 
come from Mr Minley's and is still 


feeling a little dazed. “Yes. It was .. 
OK. 


In reply to a further question she says 
she should soon. have her uniform, 
maybe next week Mr Minley said. 
And then ... Sophie says no thanks, 
she doesn't feel like any supper. She is 
feeling a bit tired, she thinks she will 
go up to bed. 


“Yes of course darling,’ Muriel says, 
with a slightly quizzical look. 


A whole lot of experience that is quite 
new and scary and frightening but at 
the same time hotly exciting in a way 
that is not at all entirely unpleasant. 


Upstairs Sophie gets undressed and 
puts on her nightie, then brushes her 
teeth and gets into bed. Lying under 
the covers flat on her back and gazing 
up at the ceiling. Her body still but not 
of course her mind, which is crammed 
full of all that has happened at Mr 
Minley's. Up in the Guide loft. A 
whole lot of experience that is quite 
new and scary and frightening but at 
the same time hotly exciting in a way 
that is not at all entirely unpleasant. 
Has she guessed that there might be 
something of that? That sort of thing, 
as well'as what Amanda was telling 
her? Well not really guessed — but it 
crossed her mind. 


Although. all of what happened 
certainly didn't cross her mind. No. all 
by a long shot. Sophie's hand slides 
across, to push up her nightie. And 
then comes down again, this time 
onto her exposed. pussy. She softly 
strokes herself. Opening her legs her 
hand slides further in, along the line 


of her slit. She doesn't usually do it, |. 


well not-very often, but right now she 
can't help it. Not after her session 
with Mr Minley in hisloft. She is going 
to have to bring herself off. 


It is what Mr Minley did of course. 
After the spanking. With her still over 
his lap. ‘I think you need something 
else now, Sophie dear.’ And then he 
did it. She came. Quickly. A really big 
one. 


As Sophie does now, using her own 
fingers. Groaning into the bed cover. 
Thinking about her next visit to the 
Guide loft. He said that next time ... 
she might have to have a-caning. Part 
of her disciplinary . training. 
Groaning, Sophie thinks about the 


cane. Thinking also ... about Mr 
Minley's big stiff thing ... 


The Guide outfit is a blue short- 
sleeved blouse with darker navy skirt. 
The skirt is quite short, its hem some 
way above Sophie's knees when she 
puts it on. Amanda's uniform skirt is 
short too, so Sophie was not surprised 
when she saw her own. There is a 
pretty yellow scarf and also a beret. 
Altogether it is a fetching outfit; it has 
taken less than a week to arrive. 


The blouse is decorated with a 
number of badges but of course not as 
many as Amanda's because some of 
hers are for various specific skills and 
proficiencies. For instance Amanda 
now has her Woodcraft badge. But 
there are other ones too. Some seem a 
bit mysterious. One of Amanda's, in 
white lettering on green, says GREEN 
FOR GO. 


What can that be for? Amanda just 
giggled when Sophie asked. “You'll 
see,’ she said. *' You'll get yours, or I 
suppose you will. Then you'll find 
out; I mean it's a bit secret.” 


^ 


Remembering also that on that 
occasion Mr Minley mentioned the 
cane. This is sufficient to send shivers 
through a girl. 


Now her uniform has arrived Sophie 
has to report to Mr Minley for a 
special meeting. This will again be 
just herself like last time, only now 
she will be wearing the new uniform. 
Sophie is feeling just a little scared — 
remembering that first time. 
Remembering also that on that 
occasion Mr Minley mentioned the 
cane. This is sufficient to send shivers 
through a girl, never mind all that 
other stuff. Will she be caned? And 
whats this GREEN FOR GO 
business? 


Sophie can sense that there are 
mysteries in the Guide group which as 
yet she has not been told about. Scary 
mysteries? Yes, she thinks so. 


GREEN FOR GO); is that a scary one? 


* * e * 


Up in the loft again. Mr Minley tells 
Sophie she looks super, really great. 
But looking really great is only part of 
it. A Guide has to learn other 


- qualitites too. Discipline of course is a 


main thing. 


Sophie can guess what discipline 
means. It probably means more 
spanking. Her bare bottom, over Mr 
Minley's lap. And also probably the 
other. The cane. She bites her lip. She 
can't help asking about the other 
thing. 


‘Wha .. What about GREEN FOR 
GO, Mr Minley. How do I get that 
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badge. I asked Amanda but ... she 
wouldn't tell me.” 


Alfred Minley smiles. “You want a 
GREEN FOR GO badge? Good! I'm 
pleased to hear it. You can have one 
this afternoon, but you have to earn it 
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of course. You have to pass the test. 
We can do the test, a little bit later.” 
Sophie has a sudden thought. A 
sudden scary thought, about what 
GREEN FOR GO might be. She can 
feel herself flushing. She wants to say 
no, she doesn't really want the badge. 
Maybe she will be after a few weeks, 
months perhaps. But ... not now. Not 
this afternoon. She can't help herself 
glancing at the bed, over in the 
corner. That is what it is for. For 
testing. For the GREEN FOR GO 
test ... 


But she can't say that now. She should 
have kept her mouth shut. 


Her knickers. They have to come off. 
She is going to have her bottom 
spanked. 
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Mr Minley is going to start with 
something * else. Discipline. Her 
knickers. They have to come off. She 
is going to have her bottom spanked. 
Over Mr Minley's lap. And then ... 
after they have made some tea ... she 
is going to get some more discipline. 
The cane. A first taste of Mr Minley's 
cane. 


That cane. It is just about impossible. 
An impossible pain. Three strokes. 
Only three strokes you might say — but 
if you have never had thfee strokes 
like those Mr Minley gives her ... well 
you can have no idea. No idea at all. 


But then there is the other. 
GREEN FOR GO. ‘We do the test on 
the bed,’ Mr Minley says. ‘You’ve got 
your knickers off so your all set. So 
just ... get on the bed.” 


Sophie has forgotten about her red- 
hot bottom. In the face of this new 
situation. She shakes her head. 
"Actually ... I don't really think ...' 


Mr Minley gives a soft little laugh. ‘Of 
course you do, Sophie. A girl needs 
her GREEN FOR GO badge. It's a 
sign that she's grown up. Come on, 
get down on the bed. Don't worry, 
you'll pass without any trouble at all.’ 


Sophie still has her uniform on. But 
no knickers. The knickers came off 
for the spanking Mr Minley gave her 
first of all. And they remained off for 
the caning. And now, well, she's 
going to need them off for the 
GREEN FOR GO test. 


Sophie gets on the bed. Her body 
trembling. She has just had that 
caning, her bottom is still stinging 
from it, but she has no. thought of it 
now. No thought of her stinging 
bottom. She can only think of this 
test. GREEN FOR GO. Mr Minley is 
on the bed with her. She hears a sound 
that cannot be loud but it jangles in 
her head. The sound of a zip. Being 


opened. And then ... Mr Minley has. 


taken her hand. To put it on 
something. Something hot. Smooth 
and hot and hard. Sophie knows what 
it is alright. Oh yes. There is the 
feeling that she is going io faint ... but 
there is no doubt what it is. What she 
is now holding. 


END 
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Mr Minley has taken her hand. To put 
it on something. Something hot. 


39 


BREAKING POINT 


Those two girls Kim Mayfield and Clara 
Kursten were only stenographers but they managed 
to share a comfortable roomy flat in the Royal 
Borough of Kensington. It could only be done one 
way: moonlighting. They had a sideline; and one 
for which they paid no income tax at all. 

Their stock in trade were their considerable 
physical charms; but they could hardly be described 
as prostitutes. They were very choosy what they did 
and even, at times, who they did it with. Through 
contact magazines they peddled pictures of them- 
selves, five pounds for a set of ten. For ten pounds 
a head they entertained clients at their flat, usually 
to impromptu strip shows. Sometimes they allowed 
themselves to be fondled. 

Kim was a lively red head of nineteen. She was 
well endowed both in front and behind. Inspite of 
her youth she was the leader because she had a 
dominant personality and was also very enter- 
prising. 

Clara was a demure brunette. Not quite so well 
endowed she had a delicate porcelain figure. She 
was more passive. So much so, in fact, that 
although she was two more years older than Kim 
she allowed the younger girl to give the orders. 

Between them they averaged some seventy 
pounds a week from this moonlighting activity. 
Sometimes they even topped the hundred mark. 

*What gives tonight?" asked Clara one 
evening, as she entered the flat to find Kim had 
herself just arrived. 

“We will be having a visit from Mr. Zigler”. 

Clara looked surprised. 

“You never told me. Isn't: he the one rather 
sold on you?” 

“Yes, he cannot believe my breast size but the 
camera cannot lie”. ; 

“He’s bought enough sets to be convinced but 
seeing is believing. When is he coming?” 

“About seven. It is five thirty now”. 

“All right, I will prepare the dinner. Pork 
chops, tonight”. 

While Clara busied herself at the cooker Clara 
rambled on. 

“Wonder what he looks like. Incidentally, he 
seems to be a bum man as well as a bangers man”. 

“I don’t suppose there will be much for me to 
do”, Clara smiled. : 

“Oh, one never knows. Men seem to like you, 
“though I can't see why”. 

Clara was used to this kind of thing from Kim. 
A few more insults and they were tucking in. By 
the time they had finished their coffee it was six 
thirty. Washing up between them they managed to 
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get everything in apple pie order by six forty-five. 

“Shouldn’t we undress?” asked Clara. 

Kim shook her head. 

“He might like to watch us do that”. 

“Us! Just you most likely.” 

Kim laughed. Clara was obviously nervous. It 
was always the same when clients were expected. 
Still she would be all right when it came to the 
doing or rather the undoing. For her part, Kim was 
rather excited. She enjoyed her untaxed overtime 
— even the excruciating waiting. 

On the stroke of seven the door bell rang. Kim 
ran to answer it. It was Mr. Zigler. A fat little 
ball-shaped man with a genial moon face. 


*Mr. Zigler, I take it?" 

* Ah, you are Bangers!" 

Kim laughed. 

“Yes, I am your Bangers. Come right in". 

She had rather mixed feelings but favourable 
ones were uppermost. She was hardly so sanguine 
as to imagine that their client was to be young and 
handsome. Any hopes in that direction were 
dashed, such as they were. However, he seemed a 
nice enough man. Certainly prosperous looking. He 
followed her into the living room where Clara was 
waiting. She never wore make-up, prefering to 
depend on natural colour. Certainly her gentle 
flush, brought on by thoughts of the nights 
business, was most becoming. 

“This is Clara", announced Kim. “Clara — 
Mr. Zigler”. 

“You had one of my sets”, smiled Clara. “You 
later referred to me in a letter to Kim as Miss 
No-nothing". 

“Did you? I can't remember", smiled Kim. 
“However, she is really very clever". 

“No, Kim! He meant that I had no bangers, no 
arse, no nothing in short". 

“But you are lovely!" burst out Mr. Zigler, his 
bulging eyes taking in her lovely features. 

“Not so fast”, said Kim, noticing a rather 
suspicious bulge. 

“Ah, yes! You want ten pounds”. 

“Yes, we certainly do. Usually we would 
charge a loner an extra fiver because we prefer 
groups. However, as you have bought lots of sets 
you are favoured”. 

“There you are”, said Mr. Zigler, handing 
over a ten pound note. “However, you should be 
able to earn a lot more from this night's work — 
both of you! I have a certain proposition to put. 
However, may I have my doll to play with?" 

“Doll?” asked Kim, surprised. 

“I think he means me", grinned Clara. 


Mr. Zigler nodded his head, vigorously. 

"Do you want her wrapped or unwrapped?” 
asked Kim, as if she was selling an actual doll in a 
toy shop: 

"Unwrapped, but let me do it", he cried, 
perspiring a little. 

“By all means”, said Kim, taking his overcoat 
from him. “She's all yours”. 

“You are a pretty little thing!” exclaimed Mr. 
Zigler, as he undid the fasteners at the back of her 
dress. 

Clara blushed deeply but remained passive, 
only bending and stretching out her arms so that 
Zigler, who was shorter than she was, could pull off 
her dress. With hands that were obviously 
experienced he quickly removed her brassiere. 

"See, no bangers", said Clara, turning so that 
he could see what she had. 

"Not so bad", said he, generously, as he 


squeezed each one. 
Boldly he pulled her panties down and she 
stepped out of them and kicked them clear. 
"Not much of a bottom, either," she smiled. 
"It will do”, he grinned. “It has possibilities”. 
Clara wondered how a bottom could have 
possibilities. However, Mr. Zigler was busy with 
her suspenders. When he had undone them she 
lifted each foot so that he could take off her shoes. 
He then pulled her stockings down and off her feet. 
Joyously he divested her of her last garment, her 
girdle. For a while he surveyed the naked girl, then 
he cried: 


“Oh, how lovely you are!” 

He sat on a large arm chair and pulled Clara 
onto his lap. For a while all he seemed to want to 
do was to kiss and cuddle her; but Kim was eager 
to get down to business. 

"This proposition, Mr. 
interested!” 

“Yes, let's get down to business. 1 can do two 
things at once”. 

He stroked Clara's leg near the crotch to prove 
the point. 

"I take it", he said, suddenly, “that you are 
both literate?” 

Kim was rather taken aback. This was the first 
time that a client had queried their educational 
standards. 

"Yes, we are. I have an advanced R.S.A. 
English with Literature". 

She pointed to a certificate on the wall. Mr. 
Zigler jumped up, sending poor Clara sprawling on 
the floor, to examine it. 

"Very good! And my little doll?" 

"She has G.C.E. English, ordinary level. 
There!" 

She pointed to another certificate on the 
opposite wall. He went. across to inspect it. As he 
did so he trod on Clara's hand, for that young lady 
had not yet recovered from her surprise at her 
sudden descent from Mr. Zigler's lap. It was only 


Zigler? I am 


after he had inspected the other certificate that he 
turned his attention to Clara. 

“There, there, did nasty daddikins hurl dolly 
off his lap?” 

“Nasty daddikins also trod on dolly’s hand”, 
Clara pouted. 

He sat down again and took Clara back on his 
lap. As he started to rub her quim he went straight 
into the business of the proposition. 

“Now, I am a successful journalist and this is a 
kind of research”. 

“Research!” cried Kim. “I have never heard it 
called that before”. 

“I have been contracted to write a series of 
articles on spanking”, went on Mr. Zigler, ignoring 
Kim’s interpolation. “I want to spank you girls, 
then I want you to write about your feelings”. 

“I can tell you my feelings now!’ snapped 
Kim. “However, if you talk money I'll listen”. 

Poor Clara was getting randier and randier. 
She was ready for any experience. 

"Heck," she said, “I'm game for anything” 

She jumped from his lap, then deposited 


herself on it again, face down and bottom up. 

"Spank away”, she grinned. 

He started gently patting her posterior. Kim 
looked on a little perplexed, then she started to 
disrobe. 

“This is an extraordinary service", she 
remarked, as she started to tug her dress off. "It'll 
cost you another five pounds a head — or rather a 
bum”. 

"Agreed, and when you hand in your reports it 
will be another ten pounds each”. 

“Wow!” cried Kim, as she removed her 
brassiere, thus freeing her outsized breasts. 

At the sight of these his eyes bulged; and he 
showed his feelings by a more vigorous application 
to Clara's bottom. He was really spanking her in 
earnest. 


Clara was panting a little. To Kim's horror she 
saw that her bottom was rising to meet his hand. 
Then she really noticed his hands for the first time. 
She had imagined them to be small but really they 
were like large paddles. Clara, on her part, was 
beginning to appreciate the work that they were 
doing. 

"Oh, oh," she moaned. “That's it, punish my 
little bottom. Harder!" 

So great were their mutual absorbsion that 
they had hardly noticed Kim finished her stripping 
off. She strolled over to them. 

“ "bout time for me, isn't it?" 

Clara almost spat. 

"I want more. I don't see why I should give 
way to you”. 

Mr. Zigler put his full strength into the last 
finishing spanks. Then he gently guided Clara to 
her feet. He sat down again and Kim took her 
friend's place. At the sight of Kim's ample backside 
he started to pound away hard without any 
preliminary warming up. 
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Her initial feelings were ones of revulsion. Then 
suddenly she realized that she had started to pant 
as Clara had done. Harder he hit her, then her 
bottom rose to meet his hand. 

“Whee!” cried Kim. “This is fun!” 

Clara could hardly believe her ears. To her it 
had been a highly erotic experience: ‘fun’ seemed 
an odd description. 

At last he seemed satisfied. 

“Well, that's that”. 

“Oh”, whimpered Clara, “might I have 
another lot?" 

Mr. Zigler laughed. 

“All right, dolly. Anything for you, any time”. 

Clara joyfully took Kim's place and Mr. Zigler 
put his heart and soul into punishing her bottom. 
All too soon for Clara he had finished and took a 
polite leave, after paying the girls their five pounds 
each. 

Within a few days they had written out their 
reports and had posted them to Mr. Zigler. By 
return post came two ten pound cheques made out 
to each girl. 

The night of the very day they had received 
their cheques Kim awoke with a start. Clara, by her 
side, was sobbing. 


“Clara, darling, what is it?" 

“It's my bottom. It gives me no peace. It just 
itches for a man's hand”. 

“I could spank you, Clara," said Kim, 
dubiously. 

Clara accepted the suggestion but this only left 
her more frustrated. 

“Its no use, Kim. I must have a man do it”. 

“All right, l'll get Zigler back: He can do it for 
free this time". 

Before she left for work at seven thirty she 
telephoned Zigler. 

“This is Kim Mayfield, Mr. Zigler”. 

"Really, Kim, what a time to call me". 

“Listen, it's about Clara. She's got an itching 
bottom. Unless she's spanked, soon and hard, she'll 
have hysterics”. 

“You don't say! Too bad, I'm off to Hamburg 
today" 

"Look, you can do it free. Both of us!” 

"Sorry, I'd like to oblige but I am due at the 
airport shortly. Just got no time". 

“Don't you ever think of anyone but 
yourself?" 

“No!” 

He rang off, leaving Kim in a raging fury. 
Then she calmed down, thought a bit, then dialed 
another number. 


“Hello, Ken!” 

"Is that you, Kim?" 

“Yes, you can come round and take some pics, 
tonight. You are free?" 


"You bet I am! See you at six thirty". 

Ken Sheldon was a sandy haired, freckle young 
man who acted as their photographer. He never 
charged for his services because, as he often said, 
he just loved getting the horn. 

The girls that evening only had a snack, so 
keen were they not to delay proceedings. When the 
door bell rang pretty punctually they were already 
naked. Kim put her dressing gown on, not because 
she was shy of Ken, who was used to seeing her in a 
natural state, but because there might be someone 
else passing in the corridor. 

*Come right in, we're all prepared," she 
smiled. 

Once in the living room she removed her 
dressing gown and the girls posed for a various 
number of different poses. They moved to the 
bedroom where the lighting had also been set up. 
As they posed in some highly provocative positions 
they told Ken their tale of woe. 

“And this beast”, Kim moaned, “will not 
oblige us. So — so -” 

“Would you?” asked Clara, simply. 

“Well,” said Ken, “PI try anything once”. 

After they had finished a good photographic 
session Ken deposited himself on the arm chair and 
Clara got into position across his lip. However, at 
first the spanking was too gentle for Clara's liking. 

“Do it properly”, she protested. 

“I am fond of you. I don't want to hurt you”. 

“I want to be hurt. But good!” 

“All right,” sighed Ken. “You've asked for 

Down came his hand on her bottom. Wham! 
Clara squealed with delight. 

“Go on! That's lovely! Lovely!” 

He did go on. Harder and harder. At last they 
had to let Kim have her turn. Ken found that he 
had discovered a new pleasure. Wham! Wham! 
Wham! 

By the time they had done the effect on Kim 
was slightly different to that on Clara. The latter 
young lady found that spanking was an end in itself 
but Kim had got really randied up. 

“Let's go to bed”, she whispered. 

They stood up and Ken gathered Kim up in his 
arms. 

"Mr. Ziglers a nice man”, she murmered. 

"Really!" 

“He spanks good”. 

"Is that so?" 

“Yes, but —” 

“But what?” 

Kim gave a delicious little wriggle. 

“You're prettier”. 


AMERICAN 
DREAM 
GIRL 


Lorene Greene said, “Well I hope you 
enjoy it, MarySue. I’m sure you will. 
But you know what those teachers are 
like in England. Well everyone knows 
of course. They're always caning girls. 
They just love to put the cane to a 
girl's bare rear. You'll really enjoy 
that no doubt. But the other thing is 
— they're really horny as well.’ And 
then Lorene said something else in a 
hot half whisper. 


The bit about caning of course had 
MarySue flushing hotly — because for 
one thing there were a couple of other 
girls with them in the gym changing 
room to hear it. But the other thing 
Lorene said really made her gasp. For 
a moment words failed MarySue. 
Then she managed to get something 
out: 


“You ... You're really sick, Lorene. 
And really jealous of course. Really 
really jealous.’ 


What Lorene had said in that hot 
whisper, but quite loud enough for 
Donna and Chrissy to hear as well, 
was, “They make girls go down on 
them. Suck them in other words. 
They really go for that.’ 


* * 


MarySue had never dreamt she would 
win but she had. The State-wide essay 
competition: What Makes America 
Great. Mr Wexford, Head at 
Northside High, had announced it 
yesterday in morning assembly. 
MarySue Phillips had won the 
competition and had brought great 
honour to the school. The prize of 
course, together with a cheque for 
$100 to buy books, was a month's 
exchange visit to a school in England. 
Wasn't that fantastic! 


They're always caning girls. They just 
love to put the cane to a girl's bare 
rear. You'l really enjoy that no 
doubt. But the other thing is — they're 
really horny as well.’ 


MarySue, who was on the cheerleader 
squad, did those athletic high kicks at 
school football and basketball games. 
And drolling in particular, especially 
the coarser ones, at the tight brief 
crotch showed to the keen eye. 


Of course it was and for the rest of the 
day everyone had been 
congratulating MarySue. But 
naturally not everyone was in reality 
quite so pleased. Not for instance 
those girls who were already jealous 
-of MarySue. Because she was smart, a 
straight-A student, and also of course 
so attractive. A pretty, honey-blonde 
with a lovely figure as well so that 


some stupid guys were always drolling 
about her. The coarser-minded ones 
— and there were some of those in 


every school — drolling about 
MarySue's full pert tits and that 
shapely rounded ass. Drolling about 
her sweetly soft thighs that were 
revealed in full cock-hardening 
display when MarySue, who was on 
the cheerleader squad, did those 


athletic high kicks at school football 
and basketball games. And drolling in 
particular, especially the coarser 
ones, at the tight brief crotch showed 
to the keen eye — which was the 
central longitudinal indentation 
marking the entrance to MarySue’s 
tight pussy That was of course the 
very ultimate, the droolingest thing of 
all to the school’s coarser characters. 


It was still tight because MarySue at 
18 had not started doing it yet. Not yet 
started screwing. She had a steady 
boyfriend, Greg Banfors, also in the 
13th grade at Northside, but they 
.didn't go further than reasonably 
heavy petting. MarySue would not 
allow anything further than that and 
Greg did not try to persuade her — 
not like 
characters definitely would have had 
MarySue let them get within arm's 
reach. 


Greg might be permitted to slip her 
panties down and get his hand between 
those sweet thighs and get his hand at 
MarySue's on such occasions hot and 
quite wet pussy 


Yes it was still tight alright. Greg 
knew that because he knew of course 
that she wouldn't have let any other 
character get into it and also he was 
occasionally allowed to get his hand to 
it. Just occasionally when MarySue 
was in the mood; when she was feeling 
a little bit horny perhaps — becasue 
even straight-A girls who were really 
keen on doing well at school and 
getting into a good college could 
sometimes at 18 feel a bit horny. 
Wondering what it would feel like to 
have a guy's stiff thing probing into 
her ... and then going right up. Yes 
and when MarySue sometimes had 
those kind of thoughts lucky Greg 
might be permitted to slip her panties 
down and get his hand between those 
sweet thighs and get his hand at 
MarySue's on such occasions hot and 
quite wet pussy. Fantastic! It was tight 
alright ... but he could get one finger 
— or even two — right in. 


No other guy had done that of course. 
No other fellow student at Northside 
High or any other school around for 
that matter. But someone else had 
done it — and that was Dr Kranmer 
who was school medical officer. He 
had done it in the course of his duties 
naturally, not for his own sensual 
pleasures. Well that was what Dr 
Kranmer would say and certainly it 
was necessary when girls were 16, 17 
say, to check that everything was 
alright in that department. To check 
indeed on whether a girl had started 
doing it yet, the school medical officer 
needed to know that. Especially 
regarding the nice looking girls. 


So yes, certainly delicious MarySue 
had been in Dr Kranmer’s 
examination room for this purpose. 


some of those other 


On the examination table with her 


- feet in those stirrups spreading her 


thighs nice and wide apart. To give a 
girl a very funny feeling certainly. 
Especially when Dr Kranmer who 
was fiftyish and balding and fat got to 
work with his experienced fingers. 
MarySue had had that experience 
more than once, the last time just a 
month before this momentous 
announcement regarding the prize. 
Dr Kranmer had to keep up to date on 
the choicer girls. 


Yes Dr Kranmer knew the situation 
on MarySue and therefore Mr 
Wexford did as well. Because Harold 
Kranmer and Jerry Wexford were 
kind of buddies and so the Head could 
get the lowdown on girls. Keep 
himself abreast as it were of whatthey 


were up to. Or in MarySue Phillips’ 


case not up to yet. Jerry Wexford was 
a little bit envious of Kranmer's 
intimate access to girls in this way. It 
seemed to him that in the proper 
order of things the school principal 
should be accorded similar access to 
girls in his charge. And in fact a 
couple of times when Dr Kranmer 
had reported that a girl had started 
but was keen to keep thát fact a secret 
(from her parents in particular) Mr 
Wexford had decided that he needed 
to inform himself from first hand 
experience. And he had donned one 
of Harold Kranmer's white coats and 
in that cozy examination room done 
so. Each time it proved to be a most 
rewarding experience. 


Naturally he would certainly have 
liked to have the same experience 
with delightful MarySue, but this had 
not been possible. There had been no 
report from the medical officer that 
MarySue was doing it but was 
desperate to keep this information 
from her parents. No, not at all. Ah 
well. 


But now ... here was the lovely girl 
coming to him in some distress. After 
her marvellous achevement in 
winning the essay prize. When clearly 
she should be over the moon. 


* * * 


Jerry Wexford was a little bit envious 
of Kranmer's intimate access to girls 
in this way. It seemed to him that in the 
proper order of things the school 
principal should be accorded similar 
access to girls in his charge 


MarySue was over the moon, she 
said. Yes. Of course. It was just that 
someone had been saying some awful 
things. Someone? A little hesitation 
and then the name. Lorene Greene. 
Awful things that it seemed had now 
been spread about quite widely. 


Nasty tales as to what a girl was likely 


to encounter in an English school. 


Picturing the scene. Some awful Brit - 


teacher with one of those awful limey 
accents — with lovely MarySue held 
bottom-up over his lap. Her skirt up 
and her no doubt really cute and brief 
panties dragged down. To bare that 
delectable, mouth-watering ass. 


MarySue had reluctantly gone to see 
Mr Wexford in his office. She had 
decided she had to say something, 
although MarySue certainly didn't 
like making complaints about another 
girl. Mr Wexford naturally wanted to 
know bare rear. Mr Wexford's eyes 
widened. Eyeing the lovely girl as she 
stood unhappily before him and 
picturing the scene. Some awful Brit 
teacher with one of those awful limey 
accents — with lovely MarySue held 
bottom-up over his lap. Her skirt up 
and her no doubt really cute and brief 
panties dragged down. To bare that 
delectable, mouth-watering ass. 
Which this awful guy was belabouring 
with heavy whacks of his open palm. 
With no doubt as the same time a 
really big erection on which under the 
distressed girl he was rubbing in 
against her sweet pussy. 


Absulutely disgusting! But absolutely 
fantastic as well of course. 


Jerry Wexford had long wondered if 
such tales were true. Did those limey 
teachers really -do it? You did hear 
these tales of course, Lorene hadn't 
just conjured it up out of her own 
pretty but generally empty head. 
Jerry rather thought they did. 
Certainly if a guy had any sort of thing 
on a girl, so that she didn't want to 
publicly.complain. 


Jerry. Wexford had the sudden 
exhilarating thought of writing to this 
English character — the Head of the 
school where MarySue would be 
going. Telling him to feel free to put 
the cane to her. *Miss Phillips is in 
need of a little corporal punishment, 
something which here in the States we 
unfortunately do not practise. She is a 
really excellent student and of course a 
lovely girl. But she could do with 
having her lovely ass warmed up. Like 
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most pretty 18-year-olds, don't you 
think? Yes, please give her it nice and 
hard on her bare bottom." 


Could he write that? Mr Wexford had 

'suddenly developed a considerable 
hard-on, at the thought of it. Then 
another thought, perhaps equally 
wild, zoomed into his head. He got to 
his feet, conscious of his jutting prick 
but probably MarySue was too 
occupied with her own thoughts to 
notice. He moved in close to her. 
Sliding a comforting hand round her 
shoulders. 


‘I should take no notice of Lorene, 
MarySue. She is just a very jealous 
girl. However perhaps we should 
have a little chat about the visit. To 
get you prepared. Because you will 
certainly find thoughts are different 
over there. To a certain degree.” 


n —————— Á— — — 


He repeated that she had nothing to 


worry about. As he slid his hand down 
to MarySue's deliciously slim waist, to 
give it a firm hug. 


hu ———— HAáMáMáMM _ 


Mr Wexford arranged to see MarySue 
later that evening at his home. His 
wife was going to be out and also the 
kids so it would be quite convenient. 
an ideal opportunity. Not that he told 
MarySue this. He repeated that she 


had nothing to worry about. As he slid 


his hand down to  MarySue's 
deliciously slim waist, to give it a firm 
hug. Jerry Wexford resisted the 
temptation to give her lovely ass a 
squeeze too. No need to rush things. 


* * * 


MarySue was due to see the Head at 


` eight and before that she saw Greg, 
- after school. They usually went to one 


or the other's home to do an hour's 
study together. MarySue would 
always insist it was study because 
Greg, though a keen student himself, 
could easily be tempted to fool 
around. MarySue's sweet tits, her 
thighs, the thought especially of her 


pussy, could all easily distract him. . 


But on this occasion though he 
certainly did have those 
considerations in his head, there was 
also something else. Yes Greg had 
also heard Lorene's thoughts on the 


. subject of English school. On what his 


MarySue could expect. 


It had made him see red alright. He 
could have gone up to that Lorene 
and punched her right in the face — 
except you couldn't do that to a girl. 


Some guys were repeating it naturally 


- — but if challenged saying they were 


only repeating Lorene ... It was really 
sickening. Sick. The thought of it. 
MarySue getting her 
whacked by some awful Brit teacher's 


horny hand. And even much worse of 


course that other. Having to suck this 
guy. Suck ... his big stiff cock ... Poor 
Greg felt sick and ill at the utterly 
horrendous thought of it. 


Now sitting with his lovely girl on the 
sette in her parlour he just had to 
mention it. He couldn't help it — 
though at the same time it was really 
difficult to get the words out. But he 
had to. 


‘I don't want to talk about it!’ 
MarySue yelped. ‘It’s bad enough 
with everyone at school it seems 
saying and thinking it. And now you 
start, Greg!” 


Poor MarySue burst into tears. But 
after a bit she calmed down and let 
Greg comfort her. It clearly wasn't 
any of Greg's doing. 


aaa. 


It could be that it would really happen. 
MarySue getting her lovely ass 
spanked by this awful English guy. 


Lh — ——ÓÁ— —— 


‘It’s just a lot of really sick talk,’ he 
declared. He had his arm round 
MarySue nice and tight with his other 
hand stroking one of her quite big 
boobs. But of course Greg didn't 
know it was just sick talk. It could be 
that it would really happen. MarySue 
getting her lovely ass spanked by this 
awful English guy. Or even caned. 
You did hear they did that as well in 
English schools. An also the other. 
MarySue having to suck this guy's 
cock. Yeeks! That was the worst 
alright. 


And if it happened —  MarySue 
probably wouldn't want to tell. When 
she came back. *No,' she would say 
brightly. ‘It was OK, I had a really 
great time.” When in fact she had been 
getting her bare bottom spanked. 
Maybe not just the Head but various 
other male teachers too. All keen to 
have a go at MarySue's sweet ass. 
And the other too. Sucking their 
cocks. A couple of times a day 
maybe? i 


“Just make sure you tell me,’ Greg 
hissed desperately. Unthinkingly. Tf 
it does happen. Because I would 
really want to know, that's all.’ 


bare ass. 


MarySue burst into floods of tears 
again. Through the tears she blurted, 
“Oh God! 
happen. That it c ... c ... couldn't ...’ 


You said it wouldn't 


* * * 


MarySue was still feeling distressed 
when she got to Mr Wexford's. Greg 
had tried to backtrack on his blunder 
but to an extent the damage was done. 
But now Mr Wexford was going to 
reassure her. Wasn't he? 


But now with MarySue's arrival Jerry 
Wexford's excitement was at fever 
pitch again. His cock really stiff and 
quivering. He felt like a slavering 


randy dog 


Well yes and no. Because there was 
Jerry Wexford's great idea which had 
been filling his mind like some 
marvellous exotic flower ever since he 
thought of it that afternoon. So 
marvellous and heady was his idea 
that an hour ago the Head had finally 
had to have a wank. Toss himself off 
to release the excitement and tenion. 
But now with MarySue's arrival Jerry 
Wexford's excitement was at fever 
pitch again. His cock really stiff and 
quivering. He felt like a slavering 
randy dog — though he did his best to 
conceal this state of affairs from 
MarySue. 


Because the Head's great idea was 
nothing less than having a go at 
MarySue's rear. Her bare ass! 
Because it could happen. Although 
naturally he hoped it wouldn't, but 
how could you tell with these limey 
schools? So to prepared the lovely 
girl, for the possible eventuality, he 
was going to propose that he give her 
lovely rear a spanking. Nothing really 
painful of course. But ... it would 
need to be on the bare. Because if this 
Brit teacher did it it would certainly 
be on the bare. Yes, you could 
guarantee that. So ... that was the 
scheme. : 


And sitting with her on the settee Mr 
Wexford, controlling himself as best 
he could, laid out his intent. Yes. 
MarySue could not believe her pretty 
ears. Was she understanding Mr 
Wexford correctly? Yes. Oh yes. 


It was all too much. Poor MarySue. 
Another flood of tears. Because, 
well, for one thing it must mean Mr 
Wexford also thought it would 
happen. He said no. Not at all. But 


just in case. 
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And in her distress and confusion 
MarySue was persuaded that it was a 
good idea. She was anyway in too 
much of a state to argue. Mr Wexford 
to add verisimilitude to the scene had 
got his academic gown and put it on. 
Because didn't those Brit teachers 
always go around in their gowns? Yes. 
Add now he was pulling MarySue 
over his lap. 


Over his lap with that hard stiff thing 
underneath her. With MarySue's 
short skirt now right up round her 
waist so that the thing was pushing in 
against just the thin brief pink panties 
and her bare flesh. And very shortly it 
was just the bare flesh as Mr Wexford 
got his fingers in the panties 
waistband and tugged them firmly 
down. 

Whimpering, MarySue did stand up 
straight. Jerry Wexford came close. 
Not yet wielding the cane but just 
coming close. Because, well, he 
couldn't resist this heavenly form. 
The cane for the moment in his left 
hand. So that his right ... could reach 
out. 


As the lovely girl made more 
whimpering sounds. Feeling them. 
And then ... well, he couldn't resist 
this either. His hand going down ... to 
that perhaps even more lovely thing. 


“Keep still, young lady.” No, a man 
couldn't resist ... a feel of these 
breathtaking, sticking-firmly-out tits. 
Weren't they the most marvellous tits 
a man had ever been priviledged to 
see? And feel ... yes, no doubt at all. 
As the lovely girl made more 
whimpering sounds. Feeling them. 
And then ... well, he couldn't resist 
this either. His hand going down ... to 
that perhaps even more lovely thing. 
MarySue's pussy. 


It was heady alright, with his hand on 
it. Enough to drive a man out of his 
mind. But to business. The 
essential business of the cane. 
MarySue's recently red hot bottom 
(maybe now cooling down just a bit) 
and the cane. It had to be done — 
however enticing her pussy was. Yes, 
to prepare her. A few cuts of the cane 
across those wondrous spheres. 


Jerry Wexford reluctantly took his 
hand from between the lovely girl's 
legs. Positioning her. Turning 
MarySue and bending her. Standing 
with her hands on her knees and the 
lovely ass proffered. Pushed 
mouthwateringly out. Offered to the 
keen cane. 
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THWACKK ..!! 
*Aaayyaaaaaaahhh ..!!’ 


Oh God! It was desperate alright. Was 
her bottom cut clean in two ? It felt 
like it. It felt exactly like it. MarySue 
automatically straightened, clutching 
for her stricken rear. As the cane 
sliced in again. Partly across her hand 
this time. Which was her own fault, as 
Mr Wexford sharply told her. A girl 
had to learn to keep in position. 


*Come on. We've only just started." 


THWACKKK ..!! 


* * * 


How many? MarySue couldn't think. 
Didn't want to think. But through a 
sort of red haze she heard Mr 
Wexford say it was six. Six was 
probably what a girl could expect in 
England. *Well for starters at least. 


Six of the best, thats their 
expression.” 

Oh God! Could this really be 
happening! With the state of 


confusion and shock in MarySue’s 
mind she wasn’t really sure if she was 
here in Mr Wexford’s parlour or 
somehow already in England — and 
over the English schoolmaster’s lap. 
What was certain was that she was 
over a man’s lap with her panties now 
down round her knees. With the hard 
male thing up in the region of 
MarySue’s pussy ... And then ... 


*Aaayyaaoowww ...!!’ 


Yes the first stunning smack. The 
hard male hand landing explosively 
on a ripe bottom-cheek. And 
moments later similarly and equally 
shockingly on the other bottom- 
cheek. Then another ... and another. 


* * * 


It seemed like he would go on forever. 
Really heavy, stinging whacks to 
MarySue's desperate rear. 


Mr Wexford kept going. It seemed 
like he would go on forever. Really 
heavy, stinging whacks to MarySue's 
desperate rear. By the time he did 
eventually stop her writhing ass felt 
like two slaps of raw meat. And he 
had said he wouldn't do it very hard. 


*OK. How was that? Now you have 
something of an idea, eh MarySue?' 


Yes indeed! No doubt about it 
whatsoever. But Jerry Wexford 
wasn't inclined to finish the business. 
Not just yet. He had almost come in 
his shorts but not quite, so the hot 
desire was still there, unquenched. 
And besides those limeys weren't 
going to stop at spanking, were they? 


*Now just a spot of something else, 
MarySue. A little touch of the cane. 
Yes Pm afraid so. And for that ... I 
should like everything off. I rather 
think that is how those British 
teachers deliver a caning.’ 


The despairing teenager had no choice 
but to start disrobing. Her blouse and 
skirt. Her underslip. Her bra. Finally 
the pink panties 


No! But MarySue’s desperate 
protestations were to no avail. Not 
with Mr Wexford in this highly 
charged state. The bit properly 
between his teeth. If necessary ... he 
would remove MarySue's items of 
apparel himself. And in the face of 
this declaration the despairing 
teenager had no choice but to start 
disrobing. Her blouse and skirt. Her 
underslip. Her bra. Finally the pink 
panties which she had just yanked 
back up over her throbbing rear, they 
now had to come completely off. 


Mr Wexford meanwhile had 
produced a really wicked looking 
cane. Shortish but really sickening 
looking. MarySue did feel sick. Her 
wide eyes on this awful object — and 
also on Mr Wexford who now had a 
really scary look, his own eyes 
devouring her stunning nude form. 


“Get your hands away, young lady. 
Stand up straight. That is what those 
English teachers will require, I have 
no doubt.” 

She was still gasping for breath. 
Gasping with the impossible shock. 
But ... it was over. At least. 


Wasn't it? At least Mr Wexford had 
finished. Well ... The thing was he 
had also heard about that other thing 
Lorene had said. What a girl could 
also expect on a visit to an English 
school. Jerry Wexford had got it from 
Steve Slofield who was in Lorene and 
MarySue's class (and was in fact one 
of those drooling characters eager for 
a hot-eyed look up MarySue's short 
skirt when she was doing those high 
kicks on the cheerleader squad). 
After MarySue's visit to his office the 
Head had thought to inquire further. 


He had had a quiet word with young 
Slofield — who had relishingly 
relayed what Lorene had said in its 
entirety. 


Adding with an innocent expression, 
“What do you think, Mr Wexford? 
Can those British teachers really do 
that sort of stuff?” 


Jerry Wexford had grinned. “What do 
you think, Steve?” 


But what Mr Wexford thought was ... 
Well could he? The thought of it was 
even more dizzyingly exciting that the 
rest: the spanking and caning. They 
had been fantastic, and he thought 
that maybe he was going to have to do 
it again before she went off. Well 
maybe more than once: Just to ensure 
the lovely girl was fully prepared for 
what those Brits could do to her. 


But to have her fully prepared ... 
there was this other. Yes, and who 
could say that those awful characters 
wouldn't try that. Because you 
couldn't put anything past them. 
Could you? 


That part of her anotomy decorated 
with the six red stripes that had been 
bright scarlet but were now deepening 
in shade. Yes a truly glorious vision. 


The darling girl was still in the 
altogether, apart from her knee socks 
and shoes. Trembling, her breathing 
gaspy and irregular as she still tried to 
come to terms with it. With the 
undoubted shock to the system that a 
cane can induce when vigorously 
delivered six times to a girl's ripe bare 
nates. A lovely, lovely vision of a girl, 
red-faced from a certain amount of 
noisy weeping and also of course red- 
bottomed. That part of her anotomy 
decorated with the six red stripes that 
had been bright scarlet but were now 
deepening in shade. Yes a truly 
glorious vision. And what Jerry 
Wexford, principal of Northside 
High, greatly desired now was for the 
vision to do a certain something. 
Which no doubt those British 
members of the teaching profession 
were in the habit of requiring in quite 
a routine manner from their choicer 
female students. And were there 
going to be any choicer that lovely 
MarySue Phillips? No. No possible 
way. 


His desire for her to do it was really 
quite overwhelming. 


* * * 
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Mr Wedford has his arm round 
MarySue. He is leading her over to 
the settee. But once there it is the 
Head who sits down, and tells 
MarySue to kneel. Kneel on the rug. 
Close up. Between his parted thighs. 
And then ... 


Oh! Can it really be! What appears to 


be Mr Wexford's request! In the 
manner of the English teaching 
profession according to Lorene 
Greene. Yes. Itis. And the delectable 
MarySue ... (after some protestations 
certainly) .. is complying ... Well her 
head is still in quite a state. Going 
round and round, so that she is not too 
clear what is happening. What she is 


doing. Not completely clear perhaps, 
that she is pulling down the zip to Mr 
Wexford's pants. And then ... pulling 
out this very large stiff thing. And 
then ... 


o 
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